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resented it, I grew more than ever dissatisfied with the sheltered
shamness of my surroundings. I flung the manuscript across
the room, danced on it, kicked it, and put a match to it!
I then wrote to him that somebody had told me that my
story was not original; it had been written before. He an-
swered me from 4 Upper Ely Place, Dublin :
" I beg you not to listen to idle advice. Of course somebody has
written a book with the same plot as the charming story which you
sent and which I rearranged for you, linking it here and there,
leaving you of course to carry out those few suggestions in your own
happy youthful unconscious style.
" All plots resemble one another—all faces have eyes and noses.
Books are silly, and wise, ugly and beautiful, by the way they are
written and not by the plots. How fond people are of talking of
things they know nothing about. The things I hear said about
painting and literature. Write your book on the lines agreed upon
and you will, I promise you, write a charming book. Close your ears
to vain talk about similarity of plots. The story would be good enough
for me if my hands were not full and you wished me to write it"
I thanked him for his encouragement and expressed my
surprise at his interest, to which he replied:
" Why do you think it strange I should take an interest in you ?
In whom and what should I take an interest if I didn't take an interest
in a young girl on the threshold of life, who certainly has a great deal
of charm ? '*
His being interested in " a young girl on the threshold of
life " (damn it!) was precisely what surprised me. I hated
myself more and more for appearing in that guise.
Shortly afterwards he sent me The Lake, for which, thanking
him rather late, I apologized and explained that as I had not
time to read it in London I had taken it to the country, and.
that in fact I planned to read it in the garden. His reply
on the subject still vividly comes to my mind whenever I see
anyone trying to read out of doors !
" I knew quite well you could not read the book in London and
I guessed that you would write to me from Brede Place, Sussex.
But you speak of reading in the open air ? That I could never do.
I often hear of books to put in one's pocket, to read at the end of a
long walk, in a mountain cave or mid the heather—I have read books
suitable to a hammock but not only do I never read a book in the
open air, but I never saw anybody reading in the open air. Do tell
me if you ever read a book through in the open air. I have heard of
pictures painted in the open air, I have even seen them, they are

